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A Voice

in the
Darkness
by Larry Edwards
He rounded the corner and barged into a half-filled garbage can, tripped
and caught himself, then stumbled on. His breath was coming in ragged
gasps, and his side where he pressed his right hand felt like it was on fire. But
he couldn't stop. He could hear their footsteps echoing off the pavement,
and it sounded like they were gaining on him.
He came to the end of the alley and paused. Sucking in great breaths of air,
he struggled to clear his head. A sharp pain in his chest caused him to cry out,
but he quickly cut it off. Looking behind him once more, he staggered onto
the sidewalk, then stopped as a scream sounded.
An old lady, her hands pressed to her face, her eyes opened wide, stood
staring at him He stepped toward her, just to ask her not to make so much
noise, but she screamed again and fled in the opposite direction.
Confused, he watched as she ran to the end of the block and disappeared
from sight. He felt sweat drip into his eyes and raised his left hand to wipe it
away, then froze. That was why the old woman had screamed. He was still
carrying the gun in his hand. He cursed and jammed it into his belt, then
winced as another pain stabbed through his chest.
Removing his right hand, he saw that his entire side was covered with
blood and that a small pool of it had already collected around his feet. And
behind him, leading from the alley he had just emerged from, was a bright
trail of red drops.
He cursed again. All they had to do was just follow the blood and they'd
have him Taking his handkerchief from his back pocket, he pressed it hard
against his side and stumbled on.
He ran in the opposite direction the old woman had taken, crossed over
the street and down another alley, then still another. He stopped, knowing
that he couldn't go much farther. Maybe it would be best if he just gave
himself up, just sat down here against the wall and waited for them? No, he
couldn't do that. They'd probably shoot as soon as they saw him. That's what
they did when someone shot a cop.
Straightening. he pushed away from the building and peered around the
corner. Nothing. To his right were a few buildings, stores of some kind, but
since it was Sunday, none of them were open. In the other direction were
more buildings, and a filling station, but they were closed also. The only thing
alive that he saw was an old mangy dog sniffing at a fire hydrant.
He watched the dog for a second, thinking that it looked like the mutt he
used to have when he was a kid, then shook his head. What was he doing.
thinking about something like that! It must be the loss of blood.
The pain was getting worse now; every breath that he took felt like
someone was driving a knife through his lungs. A cough shook his body and
he saw blood where he had spit. For a while he stood there, swaying slightly.
Then the street seemed to shimmer and he had the strangest feeling that the
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sidewalk had turned into a roller coaster. His stomach lurched and he felt the
bile rise in his throat, but he swallowed it back down.
A siren sounded and he jumped, almost passing out from the pain caused
by his reaction. He had to keep moving. He lurched across the street and
down the other side, past the filling station. He then turned down another
street and followed it for a few blocks until he was forced down another alley
where he spotted a patrol car.
The sight of the car gave him new strength and he raced along the
pavement, darted through the door of a burned-out apartment building,
then climbed through a window on the other side. Then the strength left him
and he slumped against the wall. He could run no farther.
Wildly he looked around. Then he saw it; its spires rising tall into the
morning light, seeming to beckon him, to call to him. Bracing himself against
the pain, he pushed away from the building and started for the church.
It loomed larger and larger before him, its stained-glass windows staring
bleakly at him, the wide arch of its doors taunting him. He mounted the steps,
then fell against the door. Taking the handle in his hand, he held his breath,
then sighed when he felt it turning and the door sliding open:
.
.
Slipping inside, he closed the door behind him and leaned on It, resting, hls
head against his chest. He felt his eyes beginning to close and he forc~d them
open. He couldn't let go now. No one would think of looking for him here.
Then the thought hit him. What about the people who came to this church?
When did they arrive? Though he figured it to be only about five-thirty or so,
he didn't know when the services were held here. Maybe the church had a
basement, or a small room off from the rest of the church that they didn't use.
He heard a sound in the street behind him-footsteps-and
he whirled,
pulling the gun from his belt as he did, and slowly began backing down the
aisle. He bumped into a pew but didn't fall. His eyes remained glued to the
door.
Dammit! Why couldn't whoever it was just walk on? He didn't want to hurt
anyone. He hadn't wanted to shoot that cop. If only he hadn't stuck his nose
inl
His back struck something solid; he whirled and almost fired, but
something in the eyes held him. For a second he thought he was losing his
mind, then he realized what it was. It was Jesus nailed to the cross! He had
backed into the altar. And the eyes of Jesus seemed to be looking into his
own.
He knew it was just the lighting, and maybe because of the way the figure
had been built, but those eyes seemed to be trying to tell him something.
They seemed to possess a life of their own.
He heard the doors to the church begin to swing open and he tore his eyes
away from the crucified figure. He lurched to his right, stopping when he
came to the end of the pews. He had to hide. The door was almost open.
Glancing to his side, he saw what looked to be a large, black closet with two
doors. He lunged through the closest one and slammed the door behind
him. All was silent. Then he heard the footsteps again, coming closer, closer,
almost as if whoever was out there knew where he was.
He gripped the gun, aiming it at the door. Pleasedon't come. Pleasedon't.
The steps ~me to the door and his finger tightened on the trigger. Then
they passed It, and he heard the next door open, then the rustling of clothes.
He stared at the wall, then noticed a small window set about three feet off
the floor with a small black curtain. Hesitantly, he reached forward and slid
the curtain aside a little and peered through the window. He could barely
make out the shape in the darkness.
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"Bless me, Father, for I have sinned."
He quickly dropped the curtain and brought his gun back up. Then he
smiled, He was in a confessional. He leaned forward and slid the curtain aside
again.
" Father . . .?"
The voice was that of a girl and not too old either. He judged her to be in
her late teens.
"Father, are you there?"
He had to say something. Taking a deep breath and wincing from the pain,
he knelt and brought his face to the opening. then said, "Yes Child." He hoped
that sounded priest-like enough.
The girl stated again, "Bless me, Father, for I have sinned."
He racked his brain for something to say, but the pain from his chest was
making thinking hard to do. Finally, he just repeated what he had said before,
"Yes, Child?"
"Father, I don't know how to start. I mean, I ... " her voice trailed off and he
could hear sobbing coming from the darkness.
"My Child. Surely your sin is not this great." He felt like kicking himself in the
ass when he heard the girl break into heavier sobbing.
He mumbled, "Damn," at which the girl's sobs became frantic. She
moaned and said, "I know, Father. I'm damned for my sins. I know."
He felt his legs buckle and he slid to the floor, bumping his head on the side
of the confessional box, "Hell."
"Yes, Father, I know I'll spend eternity in hell for what I've done! But I love
him, Father. And he loves me. We want to be married, but our parents won't
let us."
For a moment he lost track of time. Red spots swam before his eyes. Little
squiggles of light shot back and forth in the booth, crashing off the sides,
exploding off the floor. Then the sound of the girl's voice brought him back.
" ... and we knew that it was wrong. in the eyes of the Church, but we didn't
mean anything wrong by it. We didn't! We love each other."
He whispered weakly, " ... you love each other?"
"Ohyes, Father. Very much so. That's why I can't understand it beingasin.lf
two people love each other, then why it is wrong for them to show it?"
He wiped the sweat from his brow and edged closer to the small opening.
"Does your parents know about this, er, do your parents know about ... ?"
"No, Father. I'm afraid to tell them. That's why I came here. I thought that ...
I mean ... if there was any way that I could be forgiven for what I've done.
Then maybe I could tell them and they wouldn't be so upset. If they knew that
the Church forgave us."
He didn't respond. His thoughts were jumbled, not only from what had
happened to him, but from what the girl had said. Evidently she really
believed that she had sinned. And for what? For making love with a boy she
loved, whom she wanted to marry? He shook his head. Why couldn't those
bible-thumpers leave the young alone?
He remembered when he was young. He had sown a few wild oats
himself, but he had never worried about offending any God. Hell, why should
he? Even though his parents had attended church regularly, he'd stopped
going when he was ten or eleven. He hadn't been able to see why it was such
a terrible thing to have a little fun. And he still didn't.
He whispered, "Are you so sure that what you did was a sin?"
There was silence for a while before the girl answered him, "Father?"
He said, a bit stronger, "Do you really believe that what you've done is a
sin?"
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"But Father, doesn't it say in the Bible that one should resist the sins of the
flesh? To beware of the cardinal sins?"
"I asked, 'Do you believe that it was a sin?' "
She hesitated, then answered, "No Father, I do not. But I am not the
Church,"
He thought, then said, "Which do you think is worse? Bringing a life into the
world, or taking one out of it?"
"Why, taking one out of it, of course."
"You know, there are many people, good and bad people, who take the
lives of others each day. Some do it on purpose, others by accident. Some
even by love. So how can you say that the act of creating life, especially if that
life is created in love, is a sin?"
"But Father, we are not married in the eyes of the Church."
He chuckled, then said, "Neither were Adam or Eve, but that didn't stop
them."
He heard her gasp and thought that he might have gone too far, and he
started to continue, but he heard the massive door to the church open, then
footsteps sounded. He raised the gun and pointed it at the sounds.
"Father, are you still there?"
Without taking his eyes from the door, he answered, "Yes, my Child, I am
still here. I am just praying for guidance." He heard the rustle of her clothes,
then her whispered words as she joined him in prayer, and he thought,
"Make it a good one, Child. Make it a good one."
He heard the footsteps lead to the girl's door, then heard the girl's gasp of
surprise when it was opened. He waited, his finger beginning to tighten on
the trigger, his body preparing itself for the bullets he knew would come any
second.
The girl's voice was indignant, "What is the meaning of this?"
Another voice, strong. masculine, answered, "Uh, we're looking for ... I
mean, have you seen a man enter this church?"
She answered, "I've been in confession with the Father." Then, anger in her
voice, she continued, "What right have you to come in here and interrupt my
absolution? How dare you enter a house of God like this?"
He listened, a smile on his face, as the policeman stammered his reply,
"Well, uh, you see, we're after a really dangerous man. He killed a policeman
in a drug raid. We followed him, but lost him a few blocks away, so we're
canvassing the area trying to see if we can find him."
The girl answered, "And do you see him here? I'm not sitting on him. And
the good Father's certainly not."
Damn! He wished she hadn't mentioned him. He braced himself. As soon
as that door opened he was going to shoot.
"Excuse me, Father, but I'm afraid I've got to ask you a few questions."
He slowly squeezed the trigger as he heard the knob turning in the door,
then hesitated, and said, "Son, do you know what it is that you do?"
The knob stopped turning.
"I'rn sorry, Father, but we're looking for ... "
He interrupted, "I know who it is that you are searching for, but do you not
hold anything holy? Do you not know the sacredness of confession? Have
you no fear of the Lord?"
The policeman answered, "I'm sorry, Father. I really am. I told them that he
wouldn't be in here, but they wouldn't believe me."
,l;ie loosened his hold on the gun. Maybe it was going to work after all.
Then go, my Son, and sin no more."
To his amazement, he heard the policeman turn and begin walking away.
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Damn, it was going to work]
"Father?"
It was the girl again.
"Father, excuse me if I sound stupid, but are you saying that I am forgiven
for my sins?"
"My Child, what are your sins that you need be forgiven for?"
"But surely in the eyes of the Lord ... "
At her mention of the Lord's eyes his thoughts turned to the figure on the
cross. How could those eyes belong to any God who would damn this poor
child for what she did?
"Child, do you really and truly love him?"
"Yes, Father, I do."
"And if your parents knew that the Church did not believe you to be guilty
of sin, would they allow you to marry?"
"Oh, yes, Father. They would"
"Then go, my Child, with the blessing of the church. E.nterinto marriage and
be happy and know that what you have done is not a sin, but a token of your
love for your beloved and for your God, for how better a way to worship Him
than to bring about a life in His Name?"
"There is no penance?"
He thought for a second, "Are you from this church? I mean, doyou attend
services here?"
"No, Father. The priests at my church are very strict. and ... forgive me
Father,but at times they seem to be overly zealous at their calling, especially
when it comes to sins of the flesh."
He chuckled, "Dangers of the trade."
"What. Father?"
"Nothing. my Child. Just go with a light heart. You have no penance to
make. God be with.you forever, my Child."
"Bless you, Father\ And thanks."
He whispered, ''I'll need it, Child," as she left the confessional and made
her way to the door. When he heard the old door open and shut, he tried to
push himself to his feet, but he was unable to do so. He dropped the gun and
pushed, but he couldn't raise himself.
He was dying and he knew it. That bullet had gone through his side and
travelled upwards, perhaps going through his lungs as it went. He laughed
What a place to die, at least for him. In a church!
He thought about those eyes again. Maybe he, too, would be forgiven?
What was he saying? He didn't believe in that crap! Look what believing had
done to that poor girl. At least she would be happy now, and no thanks to any
Power that Is.
He heard the door at the front of the church open again, then footsteps
once more make their way towards the confessional.
Damn! Now what? They sounded too heavy to belong to the girl. He
reached for the gun, but found that he didn't have the strength to lift it. So be
it. Let them get him. The laugh would be on them. He was almost dead
anyway.
He waited for the door to his cubicle to open, and was surprised when the
booth next to him was opened and someone was seated What was this?
He felt the blood begin to pound in his head, and the dimness of his booth
darkened considerably. His breath seemed to catch in his throat. As he began
to lose consciousness, he heard the voice of the policeman, "Forgive me,
Father, for I have sinned"
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#24-

Fall: Holcomb's Puddle
by Shawn Stroud

Look!
Butterfly leaves
Flitting from trees to grass
through sunbeams!
How soft:
The breeze wafting 'galnst my
upturned cheek ...
Kissed by a leaf.
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Sylvia, Be Still
by Jennifer Aikman

lvia,
You do n do.
Death is m shepherd
I shall want.
You've found
My secret self,
Under your bell j
Is that not enough.
y agonies, wrenchi s
that surreal emptines (which is, by God, the orst of all)
ave matched yours- on by one
It must suffice.
nnot join your ghoulish gr up
've good company in Ann
k solution ... and absolutio
t suicide.
de sickens.
layed the part long enough
now, before the final act
e who wrote so well
You
tched the script
The c max is all wrong
You know I asked for farce.
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I Will Tend to My Garden
by Shawn Matheny
Closing the door to the shadowy bedroom, the doctor felt a hand clutch at
his elbow. Although the head of the woman, still raven-haired, hardly
reached his chest. the black eyes immediately commanded his attention and
demanded an answer to the unspoken question.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Murphy, .. Helen. I have no different news. He's ... the
same. It could be any time now. It could be months, weeks, days, or hours. I
just don't know. He isn't improving. but there is always ... hope."
He watched her eyes in the pointed, almost unlined, face close in a silent
prayer. "Poor thing!" he said to himself. "Once Walter is gone, what will she
do? With no family, no children, who will she turn to?"
"Helen, get out of the house today. The nurse can watch him and you need
some fresh air. Go take a walk along the beach or something."
With a flicker of her eyes dismissing his last remark, she simply said to the
young man, "I shall work on the garden, no? Some of the beds look terribly
neglected. Once my bread comes out of the oven I will tend to my garden."
Breaking the large clumps of earth with her fingers, Helen knelt down
beside the freshly cleared flower bed. It was good to be outside again she
decided. It had been too long since she had truly worked in her garden. Too
long since she had weeded, hoed, and picked. She liked to smell and feel the
fresh, ripe vegetables and flowers, for they reminded her of the large open
markets in the streets of Paris.There the vendors had sung out the quality of
their produce. There the vendors' sons with their sultry eyes had romanced a
shy, dark-haired, young girl in a white lace dress. She softly murmured aloud,
"Paris, my love. Paris ... "
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Would Walter die today? She had asked herself that question all morning
as she had each morning for the past months. She had dreamed the night
before that this time he had died. In the dream his death had been no release
from this abeyance, for she had spent the rest of her life cleaning the urine
and vomit from the oriental rug under his bed. What do dreams mean? she
wondered.
She grew tired of kneeling so she stopped her work and stood for a
minute. Her back hurt. She said to herself, "You are getting old. Where have
all theyearsgone? I don't feel like an old woman, and I still don't feel at home
here. I still feel like a little girl." Yes,she felt the same as she had felt when she
was ten years old and living in Parislong before the war. She still felt asyoung
and tiny as when she would follow Grandmere to the sweet-smelling bakery
or the kosher deli. But now she felt alone.
She picked up the hoe and began to break the small clumps of hard clay. "If
I plant early, this patch will bloom soon. It will in a few weeks no longer be a
barren patch of earth. But I am barren. I have no children to care for and to
care for me. I have ... no one. Have I failed? Yes, I have by their standards.
Grandmere had ten children and I had six brothers and sisters. Dead. They
are all dead now. Dead in the fires of a hell on earth. Only I survived the
flames. Why?" She remembered Mrs. Weinstein the summer before, after
their trip to Israel, loudly talking at some tea
"Helen was afraid to enter the museum. I asked her what she could
possibly be afraid of-it was all so long ago. She said that she was afraid of
what she would see. She was afraid of looking at those pictures. How silly! I
said."
She looked across several rows of flowers at the huge ripe tomatoes. I will
make stew tonight. she decided. But, who would eat it? Only the nurse, and
then only because the silly girl was scared of her. She bitterly laughed to
herself. The perfect wife who is no perfect wife. But, then, Walter was never,
could never, be the perfect husband.
Beautiful, blond Walter. So pretty. So polite. How was she to have known
the truth? She has only associated with nice Jewish boys in Parisuntil she had
arrived in Algiers, and by then all the nice Jewish boys were either scattered
across the continent or they were dead. She remembered Algiers and the
memory brought a bitter taste to her mouth. "I was alone then and Walter
said it would be strictly a business arrangement. He reminded me of the
marriage that Mama and Papawould, no doubt, have arranged had they lived.
In his arrangement, I would become a citizen and he would share my wealth
after he paid his debts. I laughed when he explained the nature of his
problem. for I had never heard of such a thing. I thought he was joking in a
very decadent, but sophisticated way. It was against nature. At least. it was
against nature as Grandmere explained it to me. Then he told me that he was
serious and that it was something that I ... that we would both have to live
with. Somehow, I think he lived with it better than I. I, at first, thought I could
change him. How young I was. How innocent. How naive."
Walter. Walter. She didn't know whether to laugh or to cry when she said
his name. She remembered all the small pokes, the jeers, and the squabbles.
"What do you desire right now, now before you die- could you ever desire
me, your wife? What do you feel now?"
What had they all felt? What had Papa felt before he died somewhere in
Germany? Once she had seen pictures of it-that hateful thing. They were
shown on some television program and she had not been able to tear herself
away. Had they looked like that when they died? Had they been together,
exposed for the cameras? If she looked among some stack of old
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photographs would she see Grandmere's sagging breasts? Those parts of
her brothers that her sister and she had whispered about in the dark? Or the
new baby's swollen stomach? They were all gone now-gone.
Holding a dandelion in one hand, she once again thought of the upstairs
bedroom, and the reality of the situation overcame her. She said to herself,
"He's inside dying on a silk-sheeted bed and soon I must live alone. I am no
longer that young girl in Paris with all of the world before her. I am an old
woman with ... nothing. I will grow old with the cats that scamper through
my garden in this country that I do not, can not yet call home. Oh Grandmere,
Mama. why ... why?"
Her thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the distressed voice of the
nurse who was running towards her down the garden paths. "Mrs. Murphy!
Mrs. Murphy! I'm sorry ... so sorry. I thought he was only asleep, but ...
Please come, hurry!"
Helen stood up and brushed the dirt from her grey slacks and then turned
toward the girl. "It's okay, darling. Pleasegather control. Now, go and call the
doctor. I will see to my husband."
She slowly walked to the door as a thousand thoughts gathered in her
mind. "This is the last time I will clean the rug, because now he is dead. My
Walter is dead. I must find a priest to do those priestly things, for he was
Catholic, wasn't he? Alone. Now I am alone. Alone as I've always been alone.
What do you have now, Helen? A house? A garden? Oh yes, I have immense
brandy snifters on the end tables that are overflowing with matchbooks from
every resort and casino in California. Cuba:and Europe. Also, I have a vault of
diamonds, gold and, perhaps, a few pearls which miraculously escaped,
along with me, the grasping hands of an evil race. Except for those things, I
am alone. Who will stand with me beside the grave? Who will come to the
funeral? Will they come? The scores of blond, young boys- do they miss my
Walter?"
With amazement she felt tears fall from her eyes and weave their way
down her face. She had never cried before. Not when she had waved goodbye to them. Not when she had heard the news. Not even when she had
learned the truth. Now she was sobbing and gasping for air. "Walter. Walter. I
am so alone now. Who will comfort me? I am so alone."
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The Performance
by Kyla Jones
You have entered the room
(the audience is here)
and spoken my name
(now it's my cue).
I turn to answer
(the performance begins)
and say something meaningless
(stick to the script).
If ever I told you how I really felt
(don't ad lib)
you might leave
(never let the audience walk out),
so I just swallow my love
(the show must go on).
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For My Beautiful Mother
by Kate Duffy Raper
Beautiful
I see my face in hers, but older,
The corners tugged by sorrow's grey-gloved hands
Sensitive mouth pulled taught by midnight distress,
Now a tightrope suspended by enduring granite cheeks
All cloaked in pearly softness,
And so
Beautiful
Her eyes are mine, brown and brimming,
But mirroring a magic lantern of nightmare
she watched a proud man die,
pulling the last brave breath over clenched teeth
Now he lives in those eyes in the gentle dark eternity of the love that created
Me
And my face
So much hers that I must look again
in awe ... with love
So beautiful
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Dream Us a Game

or
Ezra's Daughter
by Kate DuffIJ Raper
"They no longer play with us," the children chorused to the grandmother.
"Will you teach us new games?"
The grandmother, newly assigned to the outpost, looked about her new
shelter. It was a grey cement box, which held the family safe, underground,
away from the enemy's splintering, throbbing bombs. Grey cement walls,
which looked warm and porous, coldly shrugged off human touch when
approached. The grey cement floor was devoid of covering, and out of it
rose the cement block table and benches on which the family ate meals, and
the high cement slabs on which they slept. Barsof white light at the juncture
of ceiling and wall illuminated every angle of the cell and its cement
furnishings. The shadow's space was eaten up.
The father sat on the only non-cement chair at his computer terminal
facing the grey wall, punching keys and watching lights correspond softly
green, yellow, green, orange. He muttered and clacked the keys. He looked
up at the grandmother and back at the keys.
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The mother lay on her sleeping slab near the wall opposite the computer.
Her eyes were closed, her hands folded across her breast. She slept.
"What kind of games do you play here?" asked the grandmother.

"I have received transmission from the other outpost operators," the
father announced at the next meal on the cement table. "We have
determined the enemy's strength at seven strategic points, and have calculated that we have the power to kill each individual 99.732 times."
"A new game!" cried the children. "We shall kill them 99 times!"
From the far wall came a rustle and a sigh, one almost indistinguishable
from the other. The mother rose from the slab and joined the family at the
cement block table.
"You're awake!" the children were ecstatic. They turned to the grandmother. "She hasn't been awake since before you were assigned to stay with
us."
The mother encircled her children in her arms, and her long soft hair fell
upon their faces. "l had a dream," she told them in a conspirator's whisper.
"We all became tall slender young women, and we danced around immense
purple flowers . . . flowers taller and bigger around than this table, and
colored so deeply and richly they breathed like the sea And as we
approached each flower, it became wreathed in squares of blue lights. Each
blue light became the entr ance to a miniature city, and we reduced our size to
travel and explore each one."
"The flowers are dead," said the father, seating himself once more before
the terminal. "The seas have dried up, and we have no blue lights- just white
and green and yellow and orange."
"But I dreamed it," the mother looked up.
And dreams are not real," replied the father.
"Now will you play with us?" questioned the children.
"No, I must sleep again." and the mother climbed once more upon her slab.
"A new game! A new game!" sang the children. "We will dance around
purple flowers and kill them 99 times!"

The enemy's bombs fell around the many shelters, and the outposts
remained in contact with each other reporting each new attack. The father
continued to monitor his terminal, pausing only to eat or rest briefly on his
slab.The children amused themselves with games, or joined the grandmother
and occasionally their father, at the cement table for meals. The meals were
synthesized by the computer, as was the freely circulating sweet air which
filled spaces between the grey walls and didn't smell of bombs. At regular
intervals, the father punched the terminal key which dimmed the bars of
white lights, and the children and the grandmother slept on their slabs.
The mother, however, slept long and alone. When she awoke, it was with a
dream on her lips. She no longer left the slab, but let the children gather
around her to learn the new game. Shortly after the children had finished a
meal, their mother sat up laughing.
"You've had another dream!" they rushed to her slab.
"Yes, my darlings, another dream," she smiled.
"What was your dream about?" the children flocked about her stretching
their necks, pointing their noses upward.
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"Horses."
The father groaned from his keyboard.
"... beautiful white horses, white like powder and big as the wind. They
galloped past our shelter singing. and we grasped their manes and rode
them to the sky."
"No more," said the father from the terminal. "No more dreams." He
turned in his chair to face them. His chair squealed, and his pinched face
reflected the pain. "Dreams are not real. I will show you what is real."
He punched a key on the terminal and on the dark screen above it bright
green lines began to spider across until they had created a flickering skeleton
map. He punched another button and foxfire glowed at intersecting spots on
the map. The skeleton pulsed.
"At each of these points," his finger jabbed against the hard screen leaving
smudges to dull the fires, "the enemy has wiped out shelters just like ours
with enough power to destroy each occupant 500 times. We must up our fire
power to 600 strength, or we will also be destroyed, just like all the horses,
and the occupants of those shelters. And that is real."
The mother rearranged her glossy dark hair over her breasts and breathed
into it. "But I saw horses ... big as the wind."
"Horses!" screamed the children, as they pranced around the shelter. "We
are riding white horses!" They stopped suddenly to turn to their mother and
ask her what horses were like, but she was once more asleep.
She did not sleep long. but suddenly sat up straight on the slab. Her eyes
opened on both sides, and stared not forward, but back into the endless
corridors on the other side. Gradually they travelled back through the dark.
closed the memory door behind them, and sought the grandmother.
"He was here. He almost spoke to me."
"There was no one here. Who was here?" queried the children.
"Her father," replied the grandmother.
"He was here," the mother repeated.
"Your father was not here," came the voice from the terminal. "You had a
dream; your father was not here. Your father is dead."
"How many times was he killed?" the children wanted to know.
"Only once." The mother turned her face to the wall.
Fascinating. The children pondered the complexities and finality of this
new game. It was more difficult to play.

"No!" the father clacked angrily at his keys. "According to this data, the
enemy has destroyed the outpost in the next sector. They used enough fire
power to destroy each inhabitant 1.027 times! We must boost our power to
1.050!"
"We must boost our power!" the children joined hands and circled their
mother's slab. They circled and sang, then sat and watched for their mother
to wake and tell them a new dream game.
The mother continued to sleep. The father leaned forward over his
terminal. straining as new lights came on green. yellow, orange. He punched
more keys and the anxiety ran through his fingers into the keys and appeared
as wavering green numbers on the screen. The numbers worriedly. selfconsciously regarded each other on the screen. inadequate to the demands
of the father who ran his hands through his hair urging. "More power! More
powerl"
"More power. more power." the children chanted and swayed as they sat
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around their mother's slab.
She stirred on the slab, she moaned. Tears ran from her closed eyes. The
children leaned close to watch.
She rose slowly. Her eyes were wide and wet and dark, and they saw
neither in nor out, but somewhere else. Her voice was a shivering whisper of
an echo from the caverns of her eyes.
"He is here."
The grandmother closed her eyes and saw also.
"Where? Where?" the children looked around. "Does he bring purple
flowers?"
"The flowers are dead!" the father frantically punched his keys.
"Does he come with blue lights?" The children spun in circles looking for
the lights.
"Green lights, and yellow, and orange!" shouted the father to the screen.
The mother trembled.
"Does he ride white horses?" the children climbed on top of each other in
their frenzy.
"No more horses!!" the father pounded the keys with his fists.
"He speaks," hushed the mother, and the grandmother joined with her.
"Women are strongest, but truth is victor over all things."
And then the enemy's bombs found them, and killed each of them 1,035
times, so that they multiplied amidst wreaths of blue lights, blossomed
upward like the petals of immense purple flowers and caught the manes of
the huge singing white horses, and rode them, a chorus of legions, into the
sky.
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Analysis in My Stereo Headphones
by Erika Lersch
AMERICAN WOMAN, STAY AWAY
LISTEN WHAT I SAY
DON'T KNOW WHAT
I'M GOING TO FIND
YOU CAN'T ALWAYS GET
WHAT YOU WANT
A GLASS OF WINE
IN HER HAND
BUT IF YOU TRY SOMETIME.. YOU'LL FIND
YOU GET WHAT YOU NEED.
SEARCHING FOR A FEELING
SAY TO YOU, YOU'RE BRINGING ON THE HEARTACHE
CAN'T YOU SEE? NO. NO. NO!
NO!
IT IS OVER NOW.
PICK UP THE PIECESAND GO HOME..
WAITING IN THE RAIN. I'LL NEVER WAIT AGAIN.
I NEVER THOUGHT I'D GO.
I'LL LET YOU KNOW. ITS TIME..
YOU AND ME AND INBETWEEN.
SO MANY CHANGES
TRIED TO RUN; TRIED TO HIDE..
TRIED TO ESCAPE YOU.
SEARCHING IN THE DARKNESS, I
CANT BREAK AWAY FROM YOUR SPELL
YOU ARE SO DISTANT,
SO FARAWAY.
YOU PUT ME IN A DEEP FREEZE..
WILL THIS DEPRESSION LAST TOO LONG?
CHRIST. YOU KNOW IT AIN'T EASY.
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The Actress Meets her Character
by E.D.B.
The auditorium lights dim, the house darkens and the stage lights reveal
the action of the drama as the exhausted and emotionally drained director
sits in the back seat of the crowded auditorium and almost weeps with
nostalgic pride. "We made it!" she thinks with mixed emotions and takes a
deep breath. She no longer holds the stop watch, pencil and well-worn
notebook which she somehow misses.These items had not only been tools
of the trade for practical purposes, but had also served as an excuse not to
become involved in the lives of the actors and actresses presently moving
through the well rehearsed drama She must now acknowledge some
modification of this directorial process. How this modification originated
begins to flood back to her.
All the volunteer actors and actresses had worked very hard on the drama
and it was obvious that many of them had also struggled with personal
problems as they rehearsed. But one of the actresses' problems had
Significantly changed the thrust of the play for herself and the director.
Masha beautiful Masha with her quiet reserved presence moves per the
planned blocking with an eloquent dignity deserving of the Chekhovian
character. Her tall physique, sad face and almost too large eyes register the
rebellion and pain of the character thwarted in her desire to go "home to
Moscow."
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"This life is damnable, unbearable ... " Masha is saying with what seems an
energy potential of an atom bomb.
"My God, Stanislavsky himself could not make a more believable transfer
of emotions in real life into emotions of the character. There couldn't be an
audience member present who did not identify with her even as the others
keep speaking," the overwhelmed director thinks with pride and remembers
the day her Masha had dropped by her home to get the blocking she had
missed, and to discuss the details of characterization.
The director had noticed the bloodshot eyes, scratches and bruises but
had made no comment about them because of her firm belief that the
creative process worked better if it avoided unnecessary detours into
personal problems. "They can become crutches to too many artists," she had
just told her acting class that week. "Yet this seems different ... almost a cry
for help ... I'll stick to the purpose of the meeting and let her initiate any
personal encounter," she had thought as she quickly gave the blocking for
the two missed rehearsals. No apology was offered, nor asked for, by either.
Then they began to discuss Masha's character. One would give an
interpretation and then the other.
"She is the most exceptional of the three sisters. She is the most intelligent
and gifted."
"She is free and expects more from life, yet finds it 'empty, empty.' "
"Her situation seems more hopeless than that of either of the other sisters.
Yet her strength seems to offer more potential for escape." Identification
was beginning.
As the analysis continued, there was no question on the part of both that
the actress was drawing some major parallels in her character and her
personal life. The rapport was there between them and a human being was
making up her mind that she could be free and happy in spite of the suffering
the world was offering her. Then the actress spoke quietly and gently as
though from an extension of her character. The sensitivity of the speaker
contr asted so radically with the shock of the words that the director flinched
and felt the pounding of unbelief in her head and an ache of pity in her heart
so overwhelming that it seemed to freeze.
"I was not at the last two rehearsals because I was raped by three
hoodlums last Saturday evening. My casual date and I were forced at
gunpoint to take off all our clothes. They made him watch and then rolled us
both under a car and said they would kill us if we came out." There was a long
pause as their eyes met and held contact for what seemed like a lifetime to
the director. The latter was witnessing the most startling request for an
explanation of this inhumanity to another being but she had no words in her
to speak. The actress seemed to understand and turned away and said.
"Please don't tell my mother. There is no way she could handle this." The
other nodded in agreement.
"You think you're o.k. now?"
"Yes, we went to a friend's house nearby and he took us to the hospital."
"I mean emotionally, too. There's lots of available help, you know?"
"I know," she said, "but I'm sure if Masha can handle all the problems
Chekhov gives her, I can surely handle this one." She stopped and again
looked straight into the eyes of the director and spoke firmly and pointedly,
"This role is the greatest ChallengeI have ever had and nothing must interfere
with its artistic development."
The conversation was back to the play and the characterization was once
again confronted but now both could make parallels between Masha's
frustration and the actress's without looking for remote examples. They
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continued to dissect the role.
"Masha cannot understand why her world has to be so cruel, yet she
expresses hope when she says '... man must have faith, or he must look for
faith.' Even in a depressed mood she says, 'Oh, my, life is beautiful."
"She has a keen drive to find a way out of her boredom and frustration."
They both became aware of the significance of the developing interpretation of a play and how it was becoming an interpretation for a real life. The
desperate hunt for hope and beauty in a confused life became stronger in
both the actress and the character and continued throughout the rehearsal
period. Now on the stage before an attentive audience the insight is
electrifying. The play is nearing the end, "the band is playing joyfully," the
sisters are watching their last hope disappear and we hear Masha say,"... we
are left alone to begin our life over again. We must live ... We must live ... "
Tears stream down her face and the audience cries with her.
Backstagethe director says to the actress, "Thank you for your hard work."
"Thank you," she replies, "I think I know what it means to be an actress."
She smiles gratefully through happy tears. "Masha and I have become
supportive friends." The director now realizes that Masha, the character, has
done what she could never do. Then they both turn to greet their public now
filling the backstage area

Untitled
by Thomas E. Fitch
the lamprey bites
and kicks and fights
to get from head to heart
the eyes the brains
he gnaws the veins
he devours every part
of the body the fiend
he scratches and screams
and finally reaches the spine
he rends he tears
he scatters and spares
nothing of the mind
the neck the throat
the lungs and note
he does not leave the tongue
his bloody beak
god damn the reek
he sucks the heart the dung!now you sit by
and fail to hide
your look of malcontent·
your friends just say,
'
"it's not your day."
then what to do? regret.
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Food
by Sarah Hill

I am starving for meat to eat.
I need to chew my way down
to the heart of the cow
and the belly of the pig.
I want eggs hard-shelled and bloodied
with the lust of the cock.
I want potatoes with dried dirt
caked around the eyes.
My jaws need a toughness
that runs aching up into my brain.
Throw that soggy quiche and canned spaghetti out
onto the mulch-pile behind the garageI need food!
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The Roach:

Life In A Tin Can
by Robert Roach
The staccato click of high heels resounded in the man-made valleys of
Chicago. Chi-town to some, Shit-town to others. This particular person had
no opinion of the city's labels, be the labels formal or informal. She was
merely out to survive.
The red-garbed lady noticed an irregular form in an alley's shadow and
moved to investigate. Businesshad been slow and, she figured, if it was a trick
she could make a little "gelsh," If not, and the silhouette was some bitch
encroaching on her territory, Sadied be sure to make short work of her.
Her long, shapely legs carried her toward the dark figure. Sadie didn't look
bad. In fact, she looked damn good-especially
considering how fast her
profession tended to age its artisans. As she paused by the figure, Sadie
realized it was a man, but no more could she discern. Positioning herself so
that her comely breasts, barely concealed by the red dress, were highlighted,
she reached into her cleavage and extracted a cigarette.
"Light?" she asked in seductive tones.
The shadowy figure struck his lighter, its flames greedily licking the night
air.Sadie bent toward the fire and lit her cancer stick. But, try asshe might, the
lady could not utilize the meager light to pierce the darkness shrouding the
man's face.
"Anything I can do for you?" Sadie said in a thick voice, subtly shifting her
weight to strike a pose. Initially, silence was her answer. Finally, the figure
responded.
"A name, Sadie," he said in a grave voice.
"Oh, It's you," she said, the sugar falling from her tone. "What now?"
"A name," the man repeated.
"What name?" she countered, a slight degree of acid creeping into her
voice.
"Word travels fast on the street," he said simply. "You know what I'm
talking about. And of all the street folks, you'll be the first to learn what I need
to know."
"So?!" Sadie demanded, though not as angrily as before.
"Find the name. I'll find you later," he said, turning to leave.
"Find me at dawn!" she shouted at his receding form. "You know where."
He paused in the alley, the faint illumination of a streetlight bouncing off his
fedora As he turned to look at Sadie's shapely form, the light found his mask
and the butt of his hand-crafted pistol. Nodding, he turned and melted into
the shadows.
"And no shit about my occupation!!" she screamed to him after he'd
disappeared, yet knowing he heard every word..
.
Sadie wondered why she tolerated his trash-floating In and ~ut of her life
as his moods changed. She had her choice of almost any m~n In the Sout.h
Side.Why put up with his melodramatic mess? Hell! She hadn t even seen his
whole face. Ever.
But, her heart countered, something was there. A power or a mystiqueSadie didn't know how to put it into words. All she knew was that he made
her keep wanting more of him. No one could touch her body and soul the
way he did.

28

MANUSCRJPTS

Sighing at her confusion, Sadie turned and walked toward better business.
And a name.

"Hell, Nick! The punk-ass is gonna turn State's evidence. That'll put a lotta
pressure on our action!"
...
The atmosphere in the Packard turned ice cold as the man of SICIlian
descent turned toward the man in the horn-rimmed glasses.
"Don't you ever cuss or raise your voice at me, Vito. And leave the real
thinking to the real men. While you're accountin' 'er whatever you call ~h~t
you do, the 'big boys' are callin' the shots. We're part of Frank Nitty s
organization. He'll take care of us!"
"He'll cover his end," the horn-rimmed man pouted. "And Nitty'll hang us
out like the wash."
"Shut up! Or I'll make you walk the rest of the way!"
Dejected, Vito slumped into his seat and shut his mouth.
As they rode toward the United States Courthouse, another car rolled
from the jail in the courthouse's direction. Five policemen acted as es~orts
and the sole passenger, one Spiro "Axe" Gordon, sat in silence, attentively
scanning the areas they rode through. They all knew that assassinauon rn
Chicago was the rule, not the exception.
As they turned a corner and the courthouse came into view, all the men
breathed a sigh of relief. They'd made it-despite all of Gangland's odds
againstthem. And in a matter of hours, Gordon would have testified, and th~
mobs would be too busy fighting off legal charges and trying to keep their
organizations intact to get back at "Axe" or anyone else involved, for that
matter.
On the steps to the courthouse stood Howard Jacks,an aspiring assistant
DA prosecuting the case. Jackswas aggressive-overly so in fact. And he
was using the press coverage this case was drawing to cut out a larger
political life for himself. Smart politics for an over-educated sleazeball.
"Gentlemen! Gentlemen of the press, please! You'll know everything
inside of three hours. Not now."
"How'd your men get a tip on Gordon and on all the information?" one
reporter for the Tribune persisted.
"That's not easy to answer," Jackssaid in an attempt to shield himself from
the question.
"Give it a shot!" another man grumbled. Many others echoed his
sentiment.
From a tactical Viewpoint, Jacks felt it best to comply with the press's
wishes. It might be better for him later in his career to have a good rapport
with them, he reasoned.
"Our police department really doesn't know how Gordon came into
custody. One evening someone shot the street lamps out outside of the
Seventeenth Precinct. When the officers ran to investigate, there was
Gordon, wrapped up like a present. And the man was so scared he was more
than willing to cooperate."
"Rumor has it that the Roachcaught 'Axe' and delivered him to your boys.
And put enough fear into him to make him talk," a different reporter
commented.
"The Roach had nothing to do with this!" Jackssnapped. "That costumed
Vigilante is nothing more than a nuisance- an unmitigated ass at best! It was
the example of Chicago's finest that sparked a flame of retaliation in the
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breasts of some honest citizens. The Roach is nothing. I swear to you all that
I'll hang that masked bastard up to dry in court, and he'll fry because of his
obstruction of true justice!"
A dark-hued reporter, his fedora pulled low on his brow, smiled at Jacks's
emotional outburst, but he said nothing. His eyes were peeled for the car
bearing Gordon to the courtroom.
"You'll have to catch him first," the reporter laughed. A few of his
colleagues joined in, chuckling at the assistant D.A's expense. Nervously,
Jacksadjusted his tie.
"How'd you land such an important case anyway, Jacks?"the first reporter
demanded. "Two years ago you couldn't have gotten the job asoffice boy in
the DA's building. How'd you climb the political ladder so fast?"
"It's clear that both the mayor and the District Attorney have the utmost
confidence in my abilities regardless of my age or experience," Jackscoolly
responded. He didn't add that he knew of the DA's late night carnal
activities, and that a mere threat of making those activities public knowledge
helped immensely .
. "Here they come!" someone shouted and immediately all eyes snapped
In the direction of the oncoming vehicle. The sidewalks were full for this time
of day. Taking into account the media coverage the Gordon trial had in the
Chicago area, that was to be expected. And as the car rolled slowly down the
street, the Roach found it hard to keep his eyes on the machine. Instead, he
found himself staring at a man, about 25 years old with a medium build and
six feet tall. Why, he couldn't tell.
The man stood calmly by, sipping at a pop or such from a can.
The Roach turned his attention back to the approaching vehicle. It was
getting close.
Again, his attention was drawn to the man with the tin can in hand. He
stood there as calmly as before, sipping slowly from his beverage.
With considerable will power, the Roach riveted his attention on the car.
Everything was going as it should-and that worried him most.
The car got closer and closer, bypassing the vile shouts of the crowd. It
cruised by the people as if the streets had been empty. And suddenly it was
juxtaposed with the man with the tin can.
As the Roach watched, the man, in one fluid motion, drew back and
pitched the can through the car's window. Instantly, the vehicle erupted in
flames. And while pandemonium reigned, the man slipped quickly into the
crowd.
The Roach stood helplessly by. He saw it all go down, but he could do
nothing to prevent it. And now, his vantage point prevented him from
pursuing the assassin.The cops, after such an occurrence, would doutlessly
have quick trigger fingers. And were it known that he was the Roach,Jacks'
fervent wish would have become reality. So the Roachstood by helplessly as
the tin can man escaped, realizing that all of his work had been for naught.
Dawn's bright red fingers chased away the inky mystery of night and
darkness. And as day traded with night for supremacy over the Windy City,
Sadie Hudson heard a light tapping on her door. The sound startled her
because she'd been listening so intently for the footsteps which would
foretell it, that the knock out of the blue shook her momentarily.
As Sadie rose to answer the door she flung the early edition of the paper
aside, stepping past the picture of" Axe" Gordon- a gangster who had been
"hit" the day before. The sorry-ass police department had no idea where to
begin finding information to solve the murder of the State's witness. She
sneered at how a city full of cops couldn't come up with one clue. Not one
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name. But she, Sadie, could.
The red lady opened the door to admit the shadowy visitor. She was
happy to see him and angry with herself for being happy.
"Come in," she said in a surly voice to mask her feelings.
The Roach entered, taking the room in at a glance..
. .
"Still the same Sadie," he remarked, the usual iron in his vorce gone- In. Its
place was something akin to tenderness in other men. But could such a thing
exist in so hard a man?
"I couldn't quite afford a new bedroom set on this week's earnings," she
replied with caustic sarcasm.
He simply smiled, cutting Sadie a swift look. And, ignoring her tone, he got
down to the business at hand.
"The name, Sadie," he said.
"The mask," she retorted.
"We've been through this before," he said in a quiet voice, "and it always
ends up the same. Let's not waste time- I'll agree to refrain from comments
about your sordid, suck-ass job-"
"Hey!-"
"And you agree not to comment about the mask. Agreed?"
"Agreed."
"Now," he said, removing his trench coat and fedora. "the name, Sadi.e."
She looked at his handsome face. His lean, high cheekbones tapering
toward his expressive mouth. The cool depths of his grey eyes. She had told
herself all night that she would never allow herself to be enticed by the
attraction-that soul-deep attraction she felt for him. But, from the moment
he stepped through her doorway, she knew that in the end her heart would
have its way. And Sadie would have been surprised to know that similar
thoughts had gone through the Roach's mind.
She cursed herself lightly as she stepped closer to the masked manrealizing that, as always, one thing would lead to another.
The Roach in turn struggled to control his breathing. A warrior, under no
circumstances, should lose his fighting edge. He must always be cool. But
somewhere in the center of his mind he knew that she touched some
primordial part of his total being. And that perplexed him.
"The name," he said in a voice that didn't even hit at the tumultuous
thoughts and emotions racing through his mind and heart.
Sadie silently cursed him for making her make the first move-and cursed
herself for making it.
. "In time," s~e said in a soft voice, her right hand stealing up to lightly s.troke
his cheek. As If of one mind, the two came together, their faces meeting at
the halfway point of space between them. Their lips touched, and time stood
still.
.It was a~ou.t nin~ O'clock in the morning when the Roach stood b.efo~ea
ml~ror, adJusting.his navy blue tie and straightening the ruffles on his pinestriped vest. Seeing that all was in order, he put on his pin-striped jacket-the
final component of his three-piece suit.
Sadie looked up at him from the rumpled sheets, in awe and in some state
she couldn't define-a state somewhere between confusion and love.
"Why do you do it?" she demanded in soft tones which all but hid the force
behind the question. "How can someone as ruthless asyou make me feel the
way you do? And how can you walk away from this moment and go blow
some poor junkie to Hell? I can't understand that."
He turned and looked at her in silence for a second.
"I never kill indiscriminately and never when there's so much as a splinter
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of doubt. 1merely prey on those who prey on the defenseless... And as for
your fearsthat the feeling isn't real for me, askyourself if I'd return otherwise."
"Damn it!" she exclaimed, silently promising herself that she wouldn't cry.
"There are times when I almost convince myself that we could be happy.
Why not hang up that mask and let's give it a shot?"
"Why can't you quit walking the streets?" he softly retorted.
"Maybe I will! But you'll always be some freakin', low-life vigilante. What
makesyou think you have the right?! Did God ordain you to come down here
and blow holes through people?! And what makes you think the innocent
folks even want you here?!"
Again he stared at her in total silence before answering her question.
"I see it in their eyes," he responded coolly. "And no, I don't think God
came down to give me divine right over life or death. If you think it's always
been my life's ambition to walk through garbage-both
physical and
human-you're bent in the brain. But if I didn't do what I could-what I am-I
couldn't look at myselfin the mirror. And this is the only way I know to make a
realistic contribution. Shit! You and I both know the cops are useless."
"Yeah," Sadie replied, trying to look deeper into the man. "But you aren't
telling me the whole story."
"It's something you wouldn't understand."
"Try me."
Instead, he reached for his coat and hat.
"The name," he said in a tired voice.
"Cantrell," she replied, turning her eyes away from his form.
Sheheard him walk toward the door-and only then because he chose not
to move in total silence. He paused at the doorway, opening it slightly.
"I'Il be back. Soon," he said in a light voice. And then he shut the door
behind him.
As Sadie heard his footsteps retreat, she forgot her promise.

Nick smiled as he bought the Daily News from a corner paperboy.
"Look at this!" he demanded of Vito, pointing at the headline. "All ch~rg~s
dropped! I tolja we didn't have nothing to worry about. We're in FrankNitty s
organization."
. "
"I'm happy about all of that," the man in the horn-rimmed glassessaid, but
I don't like being a bagman. What if we're caught?!"
.
"Shuddup!" Nick swiftly countered. "We're as innocent as babies. All Mr.
Nitty wants us to do is drop the money off uptown. And that's a small favor,
considerin' all the trouble he got us out of."
"Maybe you're right," Vito conceded.
"Of course I'm right! Now let's catch the Central."
And as the two punks rushed to catch the electric railway, they were
unaware that their every move was being documented.

The Roach had made his rounds, touching on almost everyone in his large
system of informants. The name "Cantrell" w~ fre~h on the s~reet.More
proof of Sadie's thoroughness. It was eleven-thirty In the morrung= a hard
time to find shadows to slip through= but somehow the Roachmanaged to
find a way. Thus far, all he was drawing were blanks. Then, almost
dramatically, that all changed.
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"yo! Coach!" he heard hissed at him from the blackness of a shack around
49th. "Over here," the voice he immediately categorized as "Papa Bear"
said.
"Papa Bear" was a washed-up athlete turned wino who got his name from
his avid devotion to the Cubs and the Bears.
"I gotta thank ya' for the help with them young jerks the other day. They'd
a' got away with all my hootch money if you haddinta been there. What's
become a' the youth a' today? No respect."
"l'rn glad you're happy," the Roach replied, "but I've got extremely
important things to do, Papa Bear."
"That's why I called you over," the wino wheezed. "I heard yer lookln' for
some outta town muscle named Cantrell."
The Roach's grey eyes flashed with excitement. "Where?"
"I seen 'irn when he arrived two days ago. They was takin' him to a room
over in the Michigan Bou'vard Garden Apartments on 47th."
"How do you know it was him?"
"I was put in charge a' ammo durin' the Great War 'n' I can sniff out
explosives whenever the wind shifts. After I found out how 'Axe' bought it, I
put two 'n' two together."
"Excellent! Is he still there?"
"Nawl After his name hit the streets, they had 'irn moved."
"Damn! Do you know where?"
"Naw, But I'm positive ya' might be able to milk the statistics outta 'Crow.'
I'm sure she knows."
"Last question. Who is 'they?":
"Some a' Nitty's affiliates. Pretty bad boys."
"Thanks, 'Papa," the Roach said, slipping a sawbuck into his hand. "This
ought to buy a ticket and a bottle." And with that he was gone.
"Crow" was an over-the-hill moll. She was past the days of usefulness,
either physically or as a confidante. Nonetheless, she was occasionally privy
to an inside scoop or two. Today was an example of such. Lucky for the
Roach.
"Crow" sat alone in a speakeasy, her head sagging toward the wooden
bar. Her eyes were turned in the floor's direction, but they wouldn't focus.
This brew was good. Not at all like the wooden stuff that ate away part of her
mind. Suddenly, "Crow" wasn't alone.
"What's shakin', baby?" she heard a stern voice say.
In a diZZY,weaving manner, she sat up to look the Roach in the eyes- or as
closely as she could come to such.
"I know you," she slobbered, pointing a gnarled finger at him, "And I don't
like you. Ssho get 'way from me!"
"Not 'till know what you know. Cantrell."
"You ain't gettin' sshit!" she exclaimed, lurching to her feet.
"Just tell me," the Roach said. "Cantrell."
"You can't make me sshay nothin'l Get outta my face!"
"Oh yes I can, Crow. I can hit you where it really hurts. One word from me
and you won't be able to scrape together a thimble full of brew. No beer. No
whiskey. No scotch. Not even a freakin' bottle of wine. And you know that if
anyone in Chicago can do it, I can."
The drunken woman stopped to think for a moment. The full fact of his
statement almost sobered her. Almost. But, even though clouds remained in
her head, she knew it'd be best to comply. E.veryoneon the streets knew the
Roach didn't bullshit.
"The bastard'sh at the Hotel Sshherman, on East Randolph. An' I hope
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Frank'shboysh carve holesh in you that ain't even been invented!"
The Roachmerely stared at the drunken cow until she could no longer take
those piercing eyes. After she'd stilled the cancerous tongue in her head, he
turned and strolled out of the tavern to fresher air.
It was one 0' clock in the afternoon when Cantrell was finally alone. When
he was finally rid of those pin- heads who were little better than barbariansviewing their weapons as a means to butcher. They had no finesse. That's
why Nitty had contacted him for this job.
It didn't worry him that his name was on the streets. A name doesn't catch
a man, Either he'd have to make a mistake or a better man would have to take
him. He didn't intend on doing the former and the latter was out of the
question. Plus he had four of Nitty's muscle boys to work as a buffer zone
between him and anything that might arise. The messengers had brought the
money, and the" doc" had fixed him up with some premium smack. Yes,Mr.
Cantrell's world was looking excellent.
Cantrell's plane was scheduled to leave Chicago Municipal Airport at 3:45
p.rn, He was most anxious to get out to the West Coast and spend his loot.
The hitman knew a number of silly actresses who'd be easily impressed by
the flash of green, and it was these ladies he longed to be with.
He lay in bed, puffing on a cigar and cleaning his fingernails with a hunting
knife when the door suddenly splintered.
Cantrell's surprise was short lived. The man was a paid assassin.He hadn't
become one of the best of his breed by letting momentary shock get the
better of him. His eyes automatically locked on the fast moving figure, and
with almost casual ease, tossed his knife straight for his attacker's heart.
As the Roach felt the door go to pieces he curled into a ball, swiftly rolling
across the floor. His quick vision took the room instantaneously. Cantrell lay
on the bed against the north wall. To the right of his bed was the doorway to
the bathroom The doorway to the hall-the door he'd just ruined-was on
the west wall and the windows were on the east wall. And, the Roach noted,
Cantrell had a weapon in hand.
For another, the lengthy coat would have been a hindrance and the suit
restrictive, but not so with the Roach. Rather, the suit and coat seemed more
like a second skin than apparel.
The Roach squared himself with Cantrell, bringing his feet underneath his
body. Immediately he saw the blade flashing through the air at him. With an
eye-blurring flick of his gun hand, the Roach deflected the weapon out of the
air. But, in that instant, Cantrell had drawn his gun.
The impassioned blue eyes of Cantrell and the cold grey eyes of the Roach
locked for the briefest of seconds, yet, in some ways, the moment was like a
lifetime. They immediately knew they hated each other and always would.
Then their guns went off almost simultaneously. And the earth-shattering
thunder was followed with a deathly silence.

Howard Jacks stood on the corner of 35th and Halsted. He had been
conspicuously certain that he stood underneath a street light because one
could never be quite certain of his fate on the South Side. The assistant D.A.
had been standing alone on the corner for the better portion of an hour.
Obviously, he'd been stood up.
The aspiring lawyer had been dubious when he received a phone call late
that night. The caller, some voice he couldn't identify, said he had the
information to blow the Gordon Case wide open again. But Jacks had to
come alone.
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Totally frustrated, the assistant D.A waved his hands in a peculiar manner.
And inside of thirty seconds, a police captain and a few men surrounded him.
"Call your men off," Jackssaid to him. "It looks like-whoeverisn't going
to show. Stinking low-life criminal trash! The mayor should simply blow all
this South Side scum into the lake! Every man, woman and child!"
"Yes, sir," the captain said in a voice bordering on boredom. "So you'll be
returning to your home on Gold Coast then, sir?"
jacks cut the man a quick glance, stinging under the captain's insinuation of
the lawyer's hypocrisy.
"Men have lost their jobs for less than that!" Jackssnapped. And, seeing
that his threat had no effect, Howard shut up.
"Yes, I'll be going home, captain. You're dismissed."
Jacksclimbed into his Ford and began his trek home. Thirty-fifth Street
seemed awfully dark-darker
than usual to the man. Shrugging any
forebodings from his mind, the assistant DA continued east on 35th. He
noticed Comiskey Parkas he passed by the edifice. It seemed even larger in
the depths of night. The Ford paused at the intersection of 35th and Federal
and all was calm. That's when Jacksfelt unusually strong hands rip him from
his car.
When his senses returned, Jacksfound himself in the middle of the street.
Alone. But just for a moment. The same strong hands jerked him to his feet
and whirled him around. And Jacksfound himself staring into the cool grey
eyes of a man dressed in dapper fashion.The lawyer needed no introductions.
The descriptions of this man had reached his ears long ago. Jacks almost
soiled his pants from fear. He was alone in the Roach's power.
"Hope I didn't keep you waiting long," the Roach commented, but his face
showed no indication that he felt what he said. "I had to park your car. It
wouldn't do for it to roll away, get stolen or in an accident."
The Roach grasped the collar of Jack's overcoat, jerking him toward the
baseball park
"What are you going to do with me?" Howard asked when his tongue
returned.
"To the meeting we agreed upon," the Roach curtly replied.
"1--1-- was there!" Jacksstammered in a high-pitched voice.
The Roach merely stared at the man.
"1said alone when I spoke to you on the phone. But I knew sniveling trash
like you wouldn't be able to keep his word. That's why I had the meeting at
35th and Halsted. I knew you'd have to pass by the park to get back to the
Coast."
Again, Jacks cringed at the way his neighborhood's name was usedalmost as if it was a piece of rotten fruit being spit from one's mouth.
The Roach led him up the ramps which would ultimately lead them to the
lower level seats. After descending a few rows from their entrance, the
Roachshoved Jacksinto an aisle.Three figures, their hands tied behind their
backs, sat there quietly.
"Sit," the Roach said and the lawyer immediately obeyed.
Switching on a flashlight, the Roach introduced the men.
"Nate Cantrell, meet Howard Jacks.Mr. Cantrell is a hired murderer. Mr.
Ja~ksis a hired mouthpiece. I trust you other gentlemen know each other?
Nick Valentina and Vito Osiros, Mr. Jacks-the men you were supposed to
pr~secute yesterday. And I'm positive you gangsters know each other."
Why're we here?" Nick demanded. "Let me loose of this rope 'n' we
won't be here long!"
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The Roach simply glared at the fool.
"Shut up!" Vito hissed. "He took us both once before!"
"That was different! I wasn't ready!"
Without uttering a word, the Roach drew his nine inch blade and cut the
man's bonds. After which, he merely stood in front of Nick, arms folded.
The punk glanced at his witnesses, giving his courage a chance to catch up
to the situation. Then, with no apparent warning. he hooked for the Roach's
head. A quick movement of the dark man's head and shoulders made Nick
misswildly, his arms unmoved. Again Nick tooka swing. and again he missed.
The third try, Nick attempted to jab punch the Roach in the mouth. Still the
masked Vigilante evaded the blow, his arms still crossed.
"Third strike and you're out," he said ominously. Suddenly his arms were
uncrossed. His first punch, a left to the gangster's mouth, broke the scum's
jaw and knocked out at least four teeth. With Valentina reeling. the Roach
turned off all of the man's lights with a crushing right to his nose. Needless to
say, the nose was broken also.
As Nick slumped unconsciously across a few bleacher seats, the Roach
picked up his flashlight from the seat he had laid it on and continued as if
nothing had happened.
"This, Mr. Prosecutor, is the hit-man who killed 'Axe' Gordon. I think that if
you search Room 3B of the Hotel Sherman on Randolph, you'll find materials
that will match with those used to kill Gordon and five policemen. He also has
a slug in his shoulder that will need attention."
"These two," he continued, gesturing toward Nick and Vito, "are little fish in
a big pond. They, as you may know, have been extremely visible pushers in
the last five or six months. Through them, you might be able to trace and
destroy about one third of the street action you would have gotten had
Gordon been able to testify."
"They're lies," Vito protested in a weak voice.
In response, the Roach reached into his vest pocket and extracted a
package.
"These photographs will back my word. They show this couple going to
visit Cantrell at the Sherman with his money for the hit. That makes them
accomplices. They also show them distributing. That nabsthem for possession
and selling. Evenyou could get a conviction with the evidence I've gathered
for you."
Jackscut him a look that would shrivel a soul. But, as a credit to whatever
brains he had, he kept his mouth shut.
"However," the Roach proceeded, "I was unable to locate their distributor.
Maybe you'll be able to bleed that information out of them."
"Why didn't you simply blow them away like you usually do: ~ou masked
glory-hound!?!" Jackssnapped, his ego getting the better of hls Judgement.
On reflex, the Roach backhanded the man across the face.
'The next time I allow you to speak to me, keep a civil tongue in your
head," the shadowy figure replied in a low, cold voice. "The answer WOUld.be
obvious if you had any kind of a brain. I want them prosecuted so that the ring
is thoroughly exposed. Since Gordon's dead, we won't get the whole organ.~
ization, but we can get a decent-sized portion. Go call your men, lawyer.
Jacks couldn't help but feel that the Roach's inflection on the last word
mirrored the vigilante's disgust with him. Or maybe disgust at how Jackshad
soiled the justice behind the word.
The assistant D.A turned to look at Valentina. wondering if the man would
stay unconscious until help arrived. And when Howard turned back toward
the Roach, the masked man was gone.
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He stepped from the building. enwrapped by the shadows of the night. He
lit a cigarette- merely for his mystique in the neighborhood. And as he
snapped his lighter's lid down, he noticed a shining Packard-its motor
running but its lights off. Moving like a wraith through the darkness, he
reached the passenger's side of the car unnoticed, immediately recognizing
the main passenger within.
"Hello, Frank," the Roach said in a hollow voice.
Instantly, Nitty's muscle boys, visibly shook by the Roach'ssudden appearance, pulled out their pieces. Yet the Roach remained perfectly still.
"Put' em away!" Nitty barked at his men. And then, with a smile on his face,
he turned toward the Roach.
"Hello there, Roach!" he returned. "I see you finished up what you started
with 'Axe,' My compliments on such good work. You know, I could use a
good man like you."
The Roach merely chuckled. Frank merely smiled.
"Anyway, I wanted you to meet a friend of mine. Doctor Haversheim,
meet the Roach. Roach, meet Doctor Haversheim- usually referred to as
'Doc'."
Nitty watched the Roach closely for a reaction. He was pleased when he
got none. The boss gangster knew the Roach fully realized the importance of
that name, but the dark caricature didn't even twitch a muscle.
"Yes," Frank continued, "the good doctor is our supplier-the supplier
'Axe' would have fingered on the stand. And that might've severly hurt our
organization. However, with him dead and us being able to alter a few
documents and records, he's in the clean and so are we. And when the time is
right for him to start producin' again, he will. In the clear."
"1 figured that someone with your pull was whoever got me those photogr aphs.And so you set up the little fish as a smoke screen while you covered
the big game. Smart. But why give up a hit-man like Cantrell?"
"I didn't. You got him clean. I thought I'd provided for him, but you got to
him anyway. A nice piece of work there, Roach."
"So why this meeting? Really?"
"To say thanks," Nitty laughed.
"Really," the Roach repeated in a stony voice.
"To show you that you don't scare me," Nitty said, his own voice becoming
hard. "And to see how much I scared you,"
"And?"
"And I think that the mobs finally have a worthy opponent. Or agreat allymy offer still stands."
"One day it'll be you," the Roach commented. "One day."
Nitty merely smiled. "We'll see," he said.
With that, the Roach took one step back from the Packard. And before
Nitty's unbelieving eyes, he was swallowed by the shadows.
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by Amy Baty
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After Death
by KL.H.
Cleansing rain falls from the sky
To dampen Earth's hard crust.
Soaking dormant seeds of life.
Nestled in the dust.
Growing shoots as life begins.
Heaven; Hell they're bound.
Reaching for the source of life.
To grasp once it is found.
Away from evil dicots roam.
Cleansing is the rain.
Peering through the loam and dirt.
Light begins to strain,
Brightening the sky is life.
Yet viewing from dense earth.
Endless brilliant colors soar;
Reason for rebirth.
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How perfect was the calm!
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it seemed no sleep;

No mood, which season takes away, or brings:
I could have fancied that the mighty Deep
Was even the gentlest of all gentle Things.
- William Wordsworth
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